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Divine Songs 

n. 

3 Tis to thy fov’reign grace I owe, 1 
That I was born on Briti/h ground, 
Where ftreams'of heav’nly mercy flow 
And words of fweet falvation found * 
HI. 

I would not change my native land 
Dor rich Peru with all her gold ; 

A nobler prize lies in my hand 
Than Eaft or Weflern Indies hold. 

IV. 

How do I pity thofe that dwell 
Where ignorance and darknefs reigns; 
They know no heav’n, they fear no hell, 
Thofe endlcfs joys, thofe endlefs pains. 

V. 

Thy glorious promifes, O Lord, 

Kindle my hopes and my defire, 

While all the preachers of thy word 
Warn me to ’fcape eternal lire. 

VI. 

Thy praife lhall Hill employ my breath, 
Since thou haft mark’d my way to heay’n j 
Hor will I run the road to death, 

And wafte Che bleftings thou haft giv’n. 


for C h i l d R e n. 
SONG VI. 

Praife for the Gofpel. 

r ORD, I afcribe it to thy grace, 

L And not to chance as others do. 

That I was bom of Cbrijhan race. 

And not a Heathen, or a Jenu. 

What would the ancient JenviJh kings, 
And Je'-wifb prophets once have giv n 
Could they have heard thele glorious 

things [ heav n ! 

Which Chrift reveal’d, and brought from 

III. 

How glad the Heathens would have been, 
That worlhip idols, wood, and ftone, 

If they the book of God had feen, 

Or Jefus, and his gofpel known. 

IV. 

Then if this gofpel I refufe, 

How (hall I e’er lift up mine eyes ? 

For all the Gentiles > and the Jews, 
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